The moj I lamentable Tragedy 

AW. Thou fond mad man, heare me a little fpeak. 

Rom- O thou wilt fpeake againe of banishment. . 

Fri. lie give thee armour to keepe off that word, 
Adverfities fweet milke, Philofophy, 

To comfort thee thoughthou arc banifhed. 

Rom. Yet banifhedVhang up Philofophy, 

Unlefi'e Philofophy can make a Juliet, 

Difplant a towne, reverfe a Princes doome, 

It helpes not, it prevailesnot,talke no more. 

Fri. O then I fee that mad men have no eares. 

Rom. How Should they, when wife men have no eyes ? 
Fri. Let me difpute with thee of thy effate. ^ , 

'Rom- Thou canft not fpeake of that thou do’ft not feele, 1 . 
W ert thou as young as I, Juliet thy love. 

An houre but mmiedjTilrfilt murdered. 

Doting like mejanddike mebanifhed. 

Then mighclt ^SfeSp^ftke. 

Thenmightft thd» tearethy haire, 

And fall upon^qP^und as I doe now. 

Taking th^freafure of an unmade grave. 

* Nurfe knockes. 

Fri. Arife, one knockes, good Romeo hide thy felfe. 
Rom. Not I, unleffe the breath of heart-ficke grones 
Mift-like infold me from the Search of eyes. 

Knocke. 

Fri. Harke how they knocke (who’s there ?) Romeo arife, , 
Thou wilt be taken (ftay a while) ftand up. 

Knocke againe. 

Run to my ftudy (by and by) Gods will. 

What fimpleneffe is this : I come, I come. 

Knocke. 

Who knockes lb hard ? whence come you ? what’s your will ? 

Enter Nurfe. 

Nur- Let me come in,and you fliall know my errand : 

I come from Lady Juliet. 

Fn. Welcome then. 

N, ur. O holy Frier, O tell me holy Frier, 


Where’s 


ef Romeo and Juliet. 

Where’s my Ladies Lord ? where’s Romeo ? 

Fri. There on the ground, 

With his owne teares made drunke. 

Nur. O, he is even in my Miftrefife cafe. 

Juft in her cafe ; Q wofull nmpathy ! 

Piteous predicament ! even fo lyes Are, 

Blubbring and weeping, weeping and blubbring : 

Stand up, ftand up, ftand and you be a man, 

For Juliets fake, for her fake rife and ftand : 

Why fhould you fall intoferdecpc an O ? 

Rom. Nurfe. 

JVur. Ah fir,ah fir,death is the end of all. 

Rom. Spak’ft thou of Juliet ? how ift with her ? 
Dothfhenottbinkemean old murtherer, . 

Now I have ftain’d the child-head of our joy, 

With blood remov’d but little from her owne ? 

Where is fhe ? and how doth ftie ? and what layas 
My conceal’d Lady to our canceld love ? 

AT <cr. Oh, fhe fayes nothing fir, bur weeps and weepes. 
And now falls on her bed, and thenftarts up, 

And Tibalt calls, and then on Romeo cries, 

And then downe falls againe. 

Rom. As if that name fhot from the deadly levell of a gun. 
Did murther her, as that names curled hand 
Murdred her kinfman Oh tell me Frier, tell me 
In what vile part of this Anatomy 
Doth my name lodge ? tell me, that I may facke 
The hatefull manfion. 

Fri. Hold thy defperatehand. 

Arc thou a man ? thy forme cries out thou art. 

Thy teares are vvomaniOi , thy wilde a&s denote 
The unreafonable fury of a beaft. 

Unfeemely woman in a feeming man, 

b . efeernin g bea ^ m kerning both, 
rhou haft amaz’d me : By my holy Order 
I thought thy difpofition better temper’d, 
aft thou flaine TtbMt ?■ wilt thou flay thy felfe ? 



